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HERMANN GINZEL was a lively little soul who lived all by himself in a big pillared house on Elm Street. He lived 
there all alone, and rattled around under its mansard roof like a 
peanut in an oversized shell. The neighbors had never taken very 
much account of Hermann. He was just one of the landmarks 
like the big oak tree on the corner, taken for granted but never 
noticed. Hermann had been a college professor in his prime, but 
was now retired. During the first year of his retirement he pro-
duced a book. And what a book. 
Hermann had written about a cat named Oscar—a big healthy 
tomcat. Now the odd thing about this cat was that instead of 
chasing mice, like all normal cats, he loved to sit in the garden 
and chew blossoms. Who ever heard of a cat who chewed blos-
soms? It was just too absurd, but Oscar did. Mice ran through 
the house in ever-increasing hordes, but Oscar just licked his 
whiskers and chewed another flower. His owner tried starving 
him, and keeping him in the house. But Oscar just let the mice 
run by while he hung his head and thought of how nice a juicy 
geranium would taste. 
Then one day a crisis came to Oscar. A mouse nipped his hind 
leg. Quick as a flash Oscar turned on that mouse and with a 
masterly stroke sent it to its ancestors. This alarmed all the 
other mice and they started a general exodus. The house was 
bothered with mice no more. Oscar was now a hero and quietly 
spent the rest of his life chewing luscious blossoms. 
*TPHAT was the book Hermann had written. Not a very compli-
cated book; in fact it was written for children. But the uproar 
it caused. My, oh, my! One reviewer called it the cleverest satire 
of existing civilization he had ever read. Another called it a 
warning to dictators. Fascists called it Communist propaganda, 
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and Communists called it Fascist propaganda. It was an insidious 
book designed to turn the hearts of children against their parents. 
Everybody read a different meaning into it. 
And poor Hermann. He didn't quite know what was happen-
ing. Several times every day the telephone or doorbell would ring. 
Another reporter. 
"Good morning, Mr. Ginzel. I am the representative of the 
Daily Bull." 
"Yes?" Hermann would ask querulously. 
"Can you give my paper the lowdown on Oscar?" 
"The lowdown?" Hermann was bewildered. 
"Sure. The meaning of it. Who were you taking a crack at?" 
"But there was no meaning. It is just a children's book." Her-
mann was a stubborn person. 
"Come now. You must have had something in mind. My paper 
will pay you well for an exclusive story." 
"I didn't have any meaning," Hermann quivered. "Good day, 
sir." 
And that was that until next time. People called him canny 
and went on believing in their own versions. Hermann became 
quite a character. 
IS picture was run in all the papers, and there was some talk 
of investigating him for un-American activities. In the mean-
time Oscar went into his fifth edition. Liberty ran an article on 
the true interpretation of Oscar, and True Story magazine pub-
lished its bit, linking Hermann with the spy ring. 
The hue and cry was so great as to embarrass Hermann's neigh-
borhood. The people who lived there were respectable people 
and did not relish living near a shady and controversial figure 
like Hermann. They tried to get him to move. But that struck 
iron somewhere in his soul and he stayed. That is, until vandals 
all but demolished his house. 
"TVTEXT day the usual reporter called at the big pillared house 
on Elm Street. He looked with amazement at the trampled 
flowers, the shattered windows, the broken door. He rang the 
doorbell. He waited, then rang again. No one home, he decided. 
That noon the papers carried stories headed "AUTHOR OF 
H 
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CONTROVERSIAL STORY DISAPPEARS.'' That was about 
all. No one ever heard from Hermann again. The row finally 
died down as all things do. Oscar was relegated to the nursery he 
was intended for, and children giggled and pointed chubby 
fingers at him as they were intended to do. 
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When the dim mirage of infinity acquired his heart 
Meegel became suspended in an ether of blue eternity. 
Indeed, Meegel was a thinker, 
A cosmic intellect who disinherited 
Flesh and palpables, 
And rambled in Einstein's curves, 
From here to here again, 
Traveling in a straight line 
For countless billion years. 
Meegel was intrigued 
With the grand sweep of the macrocosm. 
When the dazzling trivia of flea-bites consumed her mind 
Nanonne toyed with daisies 
And dreamed of being a queen. 
For Nanonne preferred to sing and dance and live, 
Instead of wandering in astronomic pastures. 
As a matter of fact Nanonne happened to be 
The exact center of the universe. 
Nanonne was intrigued 
With the inflation of tiny microcosm. 
Meegel and Nanonne die and live 
And seed the earth with their hybrids. 
Let no voice raise dissent. 
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